across the Geheimrat to-day. But you must keep my
flowers. There—you mustn't hurt me; really you
mustn't/'
" Oh, oh, oh—if only I could put a little * go ' into
you, Rainer, a little spirit 1 Look—we'll share the flowers*
Half of them I'll keep and the other half you must take
along to Kranich in hospital and give him my love, and
teU him I'll come along as soon as I'm allowed to. And
good night. What's the time ? "
"It's just striking eight. Good night, Helene, till
to-morrow lunch time."
" Yes, to-morrow. But don't go playing truant again,
Rainer."1
Rainer, student of medicine, went his way with the
snowdrops in his beautiful, thin, irresolute left hand.
Willfxier, student of chemistry, closed the front door
with its rococo scrolls and wound her way up the
ghostly stairs. Meanwhile, Rapp, student of philology,
had finished off the greater part of the porridge in a
sudden access of hunger. And, on tie ground floor,
Grasmiicke's worthy widow let the curtain fall into pkce.
The chimes rang out from the tower, across the town,
across the river and up to the heights of the hills. It was
eight o'clock. Kransle, the laboratory attendant, had at
last washed the laboratory clean and put everything in
order. The Professor was still working, the centrifuge
whirling, steam rising from his experiment. He was in a
fever. Perspiration stood out on the backs of his hands.
His gtey eyes were black with concentration and the
blood was racing through the knotted blue veins on
his tempks. Von Stetten, the biologist, was still sitting
over his serum, and the physicist, Bihlmayer, was fear-
lessly disregarding poisonous vapouxs, since he must die
!n any case. The lecture rooms were silent and dark,
i>ut in the lodgings, lamps were burning, the leaves of
3«

